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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THE REAWAKENING 

Green in light are the hills, and a calm wind flowing 
Filleth the void with a flood of the fragrance of spring. 
Wings in this mansion of life are coming and going; 
Voices of unseen loveliness carol and sing. 

Colored with buds of delight the boughs are swaying; 
Beauty walks in the woods, and wherever she rove 
Flowers from wintry sleep, her enchantment obeying, 
Stir in the deep of her dream, reawaken to love. 

Oh, now begone sullen care! — this light is my seeing; 
I am the Palace, and mine are its windows and walls ; 
Daybreak is come, and life from the darkness of being 
Springs, like a child from the womb, when the lonely one 
calls. 

TWO EPITAPHS 

I 

Ye say we sleep ; 

But nay, we wake; 

Life was that strange and chequered dream 

Only for waking's sake. 
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Two Epitaphs 

II 

O passer-by, beware! 
Is the day fair? — 

Yet unto evening shall the day spin on 
And soon thy sun be gone; 
Then darkness come, 
And this, a narrow home. 
Not that I bid thee fear ; 
Only, when thou at last lie here, 
Bethink thee, there shall only be 
Thyself for company. 

Walter- de la Mare 
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